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"OWED" TO BTBXSQ.

bt Birro.
Springtime It here with Its cladnetf,

IU pur, balmy atr and bright sky ;
TSiat early reminder, the hand-orga- n grinder,

Tlayi "Wait Till the Cloud Hull hj.m

Bprinctime la here with Its glory,
Making all nature rejoice ;

That publlo.ofTender, the garden-truc- k Yonder,
Is rend Ins the air with his voico.

Brrlngtlme is here with its pleasures .

The song-bird- s' notes scarcely ceaao ;

The gay bock beer slims, in unique designs.
Quote schooners at five cents apiece.

Srrlngtlmo is hero with its srdondor
Its carious beauty enchants ;

The btret-- t spriuklmg cart has made a now start,
liesmearlug ten-doll- spring pants.

Springtime is here with its verdure,
Inspiring poetical rbymos ;

The circus appoais, a in previous years,
To gather bparo dollars and dluioa.

Crrinstimp, loved season, you're welcome,
liretowing your pleasures and joys,

With sweot-Hceute- d llowers and refreshing
shower,

Case-bal- l clubs and bare-foote- boys.

12'J3, that the most singular instance of
this notable kind of thing did occur. Jt
was there that a woman of health and
strength the most sound, did of a sudden
fall in a fit, the which was so belike unto
death, that all did suspect naught other-
wise, and did bury the same, with goodly
Christian rites as becamn them to do. And
this of all inuocency; for they could not
know what was afterward revealed, that
this poor bouI was alive ot her burial, nnd
did nnwdlingly suffer the same, and the
death with which God did thereafter, in
the ground, mercifully deliver her she be-
ing dumb, and of no motion. "

Tho book dropped from my hand as I
read, and I started to my feet, the cold per-
spiration bursting forth from every pore.
One horrible, ruling thought was busy at
my brain, planted there by what demon I
knew not. Was it not possiblo that such
was the condition of her I had that day
buried? Horror of horrors impossible
improbable!

The thought, the fancy, the bare suppo-
sition of such a fact was fearful in the ex-

treme; and yet, when I fearfully probed it
to its source, I was startled, electrified, to
discover that it proceeded no more from
the chanco reading of tho passage I havo
quoted, than from a consciousness of its
entire possibility! Circumstances con-
nected with tho supposed decease of Edna,
with its mystery, with those tell-tal- e symp-
toms of languor to which I have averted,
now came surging upon my mind, carrying
with them almost the force of conviction!
The thought staggered ond stupefied me,
until, with tho revulsion, I sprang up, fully
rosolved to act upon tho doubt thus
strangely suggested to me, and at least to
satisfy myself of its utter falsity.

Hatless and distracted, I secretly left the
house, and, procuring a lantern, I moved
cautiously toward the cemetery. The moon
shoii'j with splendor in an unclouded
heaven, as I stole my way among the col-
umns of the old cathedral that held tho
family vaults. Entering tho solemn re-

ceptacle of the dead, I soon found the
sarcophagus containing tho remains of my
beloved, and hastened to tear away tho lids
that concealed her from my sight.

Frantic thoughts impelled my nervous
arms thoughts that each moment might
jeopardize her safety, nnd that I should
find her alive, and exultingly snatch her
from her place of horrors. Almost crazed
with my emotions, I toiled energetically,
until, at last, opening the coffin, I sank
down beside it, weak and powerless. What
was the revelation I was about to make?
Was it replete with joy, or with misery?
Murmuring a prayer for strength to bear
that revelation, be it what it might, I arose
to my feet, and, holding my lantern over
the coffin, I gazed upon the features of my
Edna.

Merciful God, what a sight was that
which there greeted my horror-dilate- d eyes!
That brief prayer was surely heard, or 1

should have never left that place of tombs
alive. By tho faint light of tho lantern, 1
saw the corpse of Edna within the coffin,
turned over upon one side, the hands
clutching the shroud, which enveloped the
form, with the tenacious grasp of death and
despair; and the face distorted with a fear-
ful convulsion, which plainly told of per-
fect consciousness of tho dark doom which
had now surely visited the unhappy sleeper!

V.
I turn with unmitigated loathing from tho

books which I onco studied with pleasuro
and profit; I lend a deaf ear to the entreat-
ies from the world without, which reach me
hero in my loneliness, to coiuo forth from
my retirement and ct tho part which
lent such ft luster to my youth. I havo
como to regard my bereavement as n puc-islimen-

the voinglorious pride of heart
with which I formerly regarded my achieve-
ments in my profession, whilu from my
heart goes up incessantly the mocking,

cry, "Thou wast great, thou wast
learned, and yet nhe died!"

Story of a Sardine.
I was in a first-clas- s restaurant din-

ing with a friend, and feeling in a gen-
erous mood, called for a box of sar-
dines.

"Mind, now," I said to the waitor, "I
want the genuino article, none of tho
down-Eas- t imitation."

"Very well."
He disappeared and soon returned,

bringing what seemed to be the real
thing called for, picked up our check,
replaced it with ono calling for fifty
cents more, smiled, and retired.

"Ah!" I said, tipping back tho lid,
which had been skillfully oponed by
tho waiter, "hero is food lit for a king.
Look," I added, turning tho box about
so that my companion could read tho
legend neatly inscribed on tho gilt
band encircling the sardino box a
I'huille d'olive "no imitation about
that, eh. Try one."

My friend thrust his glittering fork
into ono of tho tempting morsels,
when, to tho astonishment of us both,
it began to work its gills and wigglo
its tins and tail. Its eyes snapped
viciously. My friend was about to drop
his fork in amazement, believing tho
fish to bo bewitched, when to our won-
der it suddenly spoke out in a low but
intelligible voice:

"I am no sardino!"
"What are you?" I asked oxcitedly.
"Only a herring, a harmless little

herring," it replied innocently. "I
never saw Franco; I don't even under-
stand tho language of tho label on tho
box that recently contained mo; I
don't oven know what an olive is, but
if you want any information concerning
cotton seed you can consider me au-
thority."

Hy this time my friend had somewhat
his and, lay-

ing tho talking fish tenderly upon his
plate, waved his hand and said, in an in-

terested way: "Go on; you seem to bo
quite entertaining."

"Entertaining? O, no," replied tho
littlo herring, with a diffident look ;

"not at all ; I never had a college edu-
cation; if I had I might not havo been
boxed up hero with my unfortunate
friends, but might havo been editing a
grocery journal, exposing canned
goods frauds and other abuses. No, I
am only a littlo herring a very small
fish from tho coast of Maine."

"From Maino?"
"Yes, Maine. I would 'not havo to

get naturalized even to vote; but then,
you see, there isn't many people who
know tho difference. There's many a
noble young fellow in this country who
cuts oil his horse's tail, drives and
talks English, who would pass for a
genuine cockney in Zululand. Yes, I
am a down-Ea- st Yankee fromEastporr."

"East port?" I ejaculated.
"Yes, close to Canada, where ft good

many so-call- sardines would liko to
bo in certain emergencies. I wish I
was back there to-da- y frisking in my
native element; but I am doomed it
seems, to not only bo devoured by our
good friend here, but to ticklo his
palato as I go down with a genuino
sardine flavor. No, I am no sardino; I
am only a herring a harmless littlo
herring from Maine."

"Wo wero fast growing interested.
"You see," continued our fishy littlo

friend, "some smart fellows down East
found out by experiment how they
could make me tasto so much liko the
real French articlo that no American
could tell tho dilftrence, so they went
into the business on a largo scale. Tho
cotton-field- s of tho South furnish the
seed this makes the oil in which wo
are boiled, spiced, and mado to tasto so
delicious. Take a nip at mo! There,
now, you wouldn't dream that you had
tho tasto of cotton in your mouth,
would you? Hut it's thcro all tho
same. No sardino? No a V huille
d'olive only cotton-see- d oil and a
harmless little herring.

"Money in us? Y'es, I should think
so. Let mo see; wo cost about livo
cents a box a wholo box of us, just
think! Tho packer sells us at a profit
of from five to seven cents; tho retailer
sells us at about thirty cents, and by
the timo we get to you on the
restaurant tablo wo aro worth fifty
cents. Not bad for a poor little Yankee
herring, is it? And tho a VhuiUe de
cottoji, in which we are immersed, is
nono of tho best either." Grocer
Criterion.

HUMOR.

Key to poor house Whisky.
The most popular trade mark-- $,

Hiaii and dry A tall Kentuckian.
An envelope is liko a woman. It

can't go anywhere without address.
An hour glass is mado smallest in tho

middle. It shows the waist of timo.

"Business beforo pleasure," as tho
man said when ho kissed his wife before
going to the club.

A poet says: "I listen for tho com-

ing of his foet." We suspect tho girl's
father doesn't tackle to him kindly.

Senator Edminds breathed on tho
side hill on his Vermont farm and the
people in tho neighborhood aro using
it for a toboggan sFdo. New Haven
New a.

It appears to us that tho woman's
heart kept in alcohol in Philadelphia
isn't much of a curiosity. Wo have no
doubt several womou havo hearts.
The Judge.

A Pennsylvania man has been
granted a patent for an improved um-

brella. It rings a chestnut bell when
any ono attempts to take it by mistake.

Burlington Fret Press.
At the opera: "I can't explain tho

success of that singer." "Neither can
I." "She s;ugs through her nose most
atrociously." "Perhips that is the rea-
son why every ono is waving a hand-
kerchief at her." 2'r en h Fun,

Omaha teacher What is tho groat
distinction between men and animals?
Bright girl Men t an talk and animals
can't. "That is not sufficient, though,
because scientists now assert that
monkeys can talk. " ( ) yes, of course ;

so can dudes." Omaha World.
BoonY came into the house sobbing,

and told his mother that Tommy White
had kicked him. "Well, To ..my White
is a very bad boy," said Bobby's mother,
giving him a large pieco of cake. "You
didn't kick him back, did you?" "No,"
replied Bobby, between bites,"! kicked
him first."

Milkman "Johnny, did you put
water in tho now milk tin's morning?"
New assistant "Tcs, sir." "Don't yoa
know that it is wicked, Johnny?" "But
you told mo to mix water with tho milk."
"Yes, but I told you to put the water
in first and pour the milk into it. Then,
you see, wo can tell peoplo wo never
put water in tho milk."

difficult to suit.
I do nut like a man that's tall ;

A man that'll snort is woriie th m all.
I much abhor a innn tlmt'H fat ;

A man tnat a loan ia wors t than that.
A youu man id a constant est ;

An oll ono wouM my ro m iufoat.
Nor do I liko a man that's fair;
A man that's black I cann t lar.
A man ot senso I couM not rulo ;

Ad yet I wouM not wnl a fool.
A sober man I woul 1 not t,ik ;

A drunken man my he trt would break.
All these I moat sincen tf hato,
And yet I love the marriage state.

Old ,St ap llok.

Ileginnliiir a Courtship.
Having selocted his victim, the next

thing the young man for tho first
pages of tho pamphlet aro devoted to
tho stern sex must do is to begin his
courtship. Tho method of procedure
depends upon tho kind of girl to bo
dealt with. She may bo a stranger or
the parties may bo acquainted. She
may bo a wayward co ette, a domes-
tic young lady, a prude, a proud strip
of a thing, an actress, a blue stocking,
a widow, or worse than all the others
combined, an old maid. Iho triple
widower tells how to tackle them all.
Ho seems to havo an experience with
everything in petticoats.

"To pave the way," he says, "for a
courtship, a young imn must study
carefully the part ho has to act. His
aim, in all these preliminary proceed-
ings, must bo to do that which is neces-
sary, and at tho same time prevent a
suspicion of what he is driving at. No
jewelry or articles of dress should bo
given as presents in this stago ot pro-
ceedings, as sho would immediately
suspect your object. Theso must be re-

served until you aro an accepted lover.
After thus preparing the girl to approvo
of you as a lover, tho next proceeding
should be to ascertain whether her
parents or friends would object. You
should do this by the aid of somo
friend whom you could mako your con-
fidant. Ho might easily find out how
the land lay w:thout putting any direct
questions, for there would bo no harm
in hinting that John seemed to have a
partiality for Lucy,' and ho wondered
whether thcro was anything in it, etc.
If the feeling of tho family could not
bo got at in this manner, a more direct
course should bo pursued. Wheuover
you aro persuaded that tho family of
tho girl aro agreeable to the arrange-
ment, you can then begin your regular
courtsldp. Somo coup'es, after tho
preliminary steps before described,
would run naturally into a courtship
without knowing when it really com-
menced; but if tho girl is shy it may
bo necessary to have tho matter per-
fectly understood. On ono of your
visits you will say to her; 'I heard
something to-da- y which I am afraid
will make you feel bad for tho moment,
even if it does not causo you

JWhat is that?' sao
naturally inquires. You reply. 4 Mr.
Brown says that people talk about
us that it is rumored that I am
very thick about hero am 'aying you
serious attentions that it will bo a
match, and all that sort of thing. I
told him I was afraid I was not a? lucky
as that.' If tho girl is pleased wita
tho announcement you will know it by
her answer. If she does not answer at
all you can continue your speech by
saying: 'I did not contradict tho re-
port, and 1 hope you will not be angry
when I say that I wish it was true.' If
she still remains silent, or if sho speaks
kindly to you, you should follow up
your advantage by a frank declaration
of your passion not in hackneyed,
novel-readin- g phrases, but in matter-of-fa- ct

form, to wit : 'Lucy, you must
excuse me for telling you that I find
your society moro and" more agreeable
every timo wo meet indeed, I think I
should be unhappy to be deprived of
it; and if I am allowed to continue my
visits, may I not consider them thoso of
an accepted lover? On her answer or
on her silonce (which is tho samo thing)
depends your fate. If you aro thus
accepted tho whole business is through
with, unless a futuro quarrel should
part you. It is true you aro not 'en-
gaged, but that will naturally follow.

Exchange.

victor. I gloried in this existence because
I loved it, and because it was the accom-
plishment of that ambition which the sense
of my own greatness could not deteriorate.
I miuht have fabulously enriched myself in
a brief time, but to wealth I was utterly in-
different. I cared for nothing, in fact, but
the practice of my profession, hich daily
became more fascinating as it daily in-

creased my reputation.
Arriving at my lodgings one dark and

stormy night just as the clock tolled the
hour of twelve, I threw myself upon the
bed, exhausted, both in mind and body,
from hours of professional labor, and anx-
ious for repose. This, however, was de-

nied me. A furious peal of the door-be- ll

startled me to my feet, and learning from
the messenger at the door where my pres-
enco was required, I again Rallied forth in-

to tho darkness, and now toward one of tho
most aristocratic mansions in the city. Ar-

riving, I found its inmates hurrying to and
fro with palo laces and tears of distress;
and, sternly repelling all efforts on their
part to inform me of the character of tho
malady, 1 demanded to see the patient.

They led me to her cLamber, gorgeous
in its luxurious appointments, and there,
upon a couch of snowy whiteuess, lay a
young girl, beautiful as my mod perfect
conceptions of beauty, but pulseless and,
apparently, lifeless. For once, while 1

gazed upon the bewildering picturd of her
loveliness, I forgot my nature aud my duty,
in tho imagination that I saw a match-
less vision of sleen, and that she
would awaken and smilo upon me
while I looked. Could I express all
the emotions that swept, hurricane-lik- e,

through my d'zzying brain, during tbat
moment, I should not need to justify my-
self for my after conduct; nor do I think
that any person who perfectly comprehends
what I have thus far written, and can
imagine me as I stood by that bedside, lost
for tho moment to my one idea, and
awakened for tho first time in my life to an
overpowering consciousness of beauty no
6uch person, I nay, can censure mo very
deeply for what afterward happened.

I demanded an interview with the father
of my patient. He came, and I recognized
him as oue whom I had often heard of an
opulent, sordid old man, loving ouly his
Kold and this young girl, tho only other liv-

ing member of his family. lut he was
very pale now, and deeply agitated, and he
spoke with wild and buried earnestness.

"Save her, Doctor," he implored, "and
everything I own is yours. Here are
other physician, consult them, and "

"I want no consultation with them," I
interrupted, turning upon them as con-
temptuous a glance as they had once ed

on me.
"Now listen to me, old man, and do not

interrupt me, for time is precious. Hero
is no ordinary disease; these gentlemen
will tell you that they never before encoun-
tered symptoms liko these."

"They have told me so!" tho frantic
father exclaimed.

"Well, it puzzles them; they are power-
less, nnd can afford no relief. It is, in-
deed, a dark, mysterious, and terrible mal-
ady, and he who would copo with it must
bo a person of no ordinary'skill."

"But you have that skill and knowledge;
you can savo her."

"Yes; and I alone in all this great city!"
I replied exultingly. "Aud I will savo her,
although the strife must bo a long and a
weary one; I will restore her to life upon
one condition only."

"Namo it, then, quickly. You wish a
reward? I will givo you gold "

"Peace, sir; I want none of your gold. I
wish a reward, it is true, and that reward is

herself!"
The father started back in angry amaze-

ment, and bade me explain my meaning.
I did so, clearly and distinctly, making him
comprehend that only upoa the promise of
the hand of his daughter in marriage would
I undertake her cure.

"And who aie youT he contemptuously
asked, forgetting for the moment his anx-
iety. "Who tire your parents? what is your
rank? and where is your wealth? Who are
you who seek to force an allianco upon the
proudest and wealthiest family of 1' !"

"I am the man, and the only man,"
was my deliberate answer, "who can re-

claim your daughter from tho destroyer!
Look at her; he has already seized upon
her, and in mo is your only hope. You can
not comprehend the passion which entered
into my heart from tho fir.t instant that my
eyes rested on her; and 1 havo only
to say that, rather than lose her for myself,
such is my desperation that I would see
her perish! Now, decide quickly.

Our conversation had, of course, been
unheard by tho other physiciuns present,
who had withdrawn to the further end of
tho chamber upon my entrance The old
man clasped his hands and looked toward
them with an expression of mute despair
upon his hard, avaricious fa"e; they merely
6hook their heads and looked toward m).

"Five minutes hencs it may be too late!"
I said in an undertone.

He started, pave a groan of pain, and
pain, and then whispered:

".Save her, then, strange, incomprehen-
sible biing save her at any sacrifice! Yet
I know not that I can control her affections
for when she recovers "

"I do not ask it of you," was my interrup-
tion. "I sill savo her and risk tho event,
provided you will promise to place no
restraint whatever upon her will.'

He nodded affirmatively, for ho could
not speak.

Selecting ono of the attendant physicians
to assist me, I peremptorily compelled all
others to leave the room, and thus securod
from interruption I bent every nerve to the
mighty wrestle I had undertaken with the
destroyer. He hovered over the couch, his
breath was upou our cheeks, his presence
was certain, almost perceptible, within tho
chamber. From his grasp I was now to
rescue youth and beauty, and to win a prize
for myself to wear hereafter.

111.
As I had predicted, the maiady was

stubborn and tenacious in its grasp, yield-
ing only after the lapse of almost a month
from the night of its inception. To others,
it was doubtful; to myself never. I knew
my resources and the whole extent of the
danger, deeply alarming as it was, and
from the first I was enabled to name al-

most the hour when the hold of the disease
would be broken.

Tho first hours of her convalescence I
claimed for myself, excluding even her
father from the room. Sitting by her bed-
side, I counted the first deep, regular
inspiration which announced her return
to life and health. Her large, dark eyes
slowly unclosed and rested first upon my
face, not with a look of wonder and in-

quiry, for she seemed instinctively to
comprehend all that had happened, but
with a sweet, soft fascination which, of
itself, rcprid m? for my labor and care.

"I think I understand what has occurred,"
she 6aid. M have been ill, very ill, for a
long time. Your face is strangely familiar;
strange that the remembrance of it should
last beyond the impression it produced
upon me in the hour of sickness. You are
the physician?"

I assented.
"And you have saved me? I feel it I

know it; and may God bless you forever!"
A small, white hand was stretched forth

to me. I took it and pressed it fervently
to my lips, and with the act, came the im-
pulse to speak and lay bare my wbole heart
to her. And I did so, freely and unre-
servedly, not even withholding the extra-
ordinary scene in her charhber, which 1
have described. 1 strove to give her a vivid

picture of my life up to this time, speak-
ing first of tho ono absorbing idea which
had eugrosscd every faculty of mind, and
how the passion of love had been first ex-

cited in my breast. When I had finished,
she answered, and as I listened, enrap-
tured, to the utterance of that pure and
guileless heart, I knew that I was beloved,
not because I had preserved her from the

but because I was worthy to bef;rave,

The purposes of my narrative do not re-

quire that I should speak particularly of
the year tbat followed the recovery of Edna.
We were betrothed from that moment,
and from that moment a new existence
opened to me. I toiled now, not merely for
fame, or to gratify myself by the exhibi-
tion of my power, but for tho more sub-
stantial reward of that toil which
had always been mine when I
chose to take them. My suc-
cess continued undiminished; money came
to me at my command, and oven Edna's
father now looked approvingly upon our
intimacy. The day hud at length been set
for our union; and as it drow rapidly near
I accustomed mvself more and more to tho
society of my letrothed, waiting expect-
antly for tho time when it should be mine
exclusively.

Long practice perhaps, I should say ex-

tensive had accustomed mo to detect signs
and symptoms, without my attention being
called to the person in whom they appeared.
And while sitting beside Edna one day, I
fancied that I could perceive in her appear-
ance some indications of indisposition. In
answer to my anxious questions, she at first
denied that she felt at all unwell, and then
confessed to a sensation of lassitude, of
physical weariness, which had already last-
ed several days. There seemed to bo noth-
ing alarmiug in this, but as several days
more elapsed and I secretly noticed that
this weariness seemed to increase, I became
still more anxious. The symptoms seemed to
portend nothing; my medical information,
extensive as it was, suggested no bodily in-

firmity which could begin, thus, and I was
finally constrained to dismiss all apprehen-
sion liora my mind.

Two days only intervened before that
which had been appointed for our wedding.
It had become a necessity for me to call
upon Edna daily; and early in the evening
of the day which is now referred to, I pre-
sented myself at the mansion, and bade the
servant inform her mistresi that I was in
tho parlor. I heard her 6teps as 6ho ascend-
ed the stairs; half a minute more may have
elapsed, and then I heard a scream from
Edna's chamber which sent my impetuous
blood back, curdling to my heart. A thou-
sand ideas flashed instantly through the
dizzy chaos of my brain, and prominent
among them, the recolleciion of Edna's in-

disposition of a few days before. Spring-
ing wildly up the stairway, 1 encountered
the girl at tho landing. .Sho was pale an 1

speechless, and could only point toward tro
room of her mistress. Hastening past her,
a dozen apprehensions preying at my heait,
I entered it.

Edna lay upon the bed, and, as I ad-
vanced, I uttered her name. There was no
reply. I took her hand, and its icy cold-
ness struck a chill to my heart; exploring
tho wrist I discovered, to my horror, that it
was entiiely pulseless! I investigated no
further why should I? The horrible,
stupefying truth that Death and I were
face to face, was already sufficiently ap-
parent; and, every particle of physical and
mental vigor deserting me, I fell forward
upon tho couch at her feet, and wept hot
and bitter tears of ngony. There I was dis-
covered when the alarm had spread, nnd
horrified friends filled the apartment. And
there I persisted in lying through the night,
inert and hoart-broke- n.

The following day passed drearily away,
as did also the next. Upou the third 6he
was to bo buried. Never, for a moment,
did I leave her. Even in the most insane
wanderings of mv mind, as it reeled and
wavered under this awful blow, I could not
bo persuaded to leave tho presence of the
dead my dead. Ai:dupon my urgent prayer,
beforo the coffin was brought which was to
shut her forever from my sight, I was left
aluiio with tho corpse. Edna lay before
me, smiling in placid beauty not palo, not
white, but her face still roseato, as if with
the vital current; and yet how cold! Death

gracious heaven! was this, could it be,
death? Death why and wherefore? What
was tho secret, mysterious cause whirh had
worked her dissolution? I asked tho ques-
tion, and strovo in vain to answer it, and
then, with a bitter 6mile, confessed all my
study and labor to havo leen useless. It
mattered little that I was called great
among men that I had met and conquered
disease in every shapo and form. "What
matters it," I said, iu the bitterness of my
agony, "when this dear, dead one lies bo-fo- re

me, in whom all my lifo and love was
centered, and I unablo to save her nay,
even to tell why she is not now, upon this
bridal day, uniting her vows with mine?"

Sho had lain thus for almost three days,
cold and dead; yet my heart demanded the
test which should remove all doubt, and I
applied it. In vain! not a drop of blood
followed tho stroke of the lancet; and with
one last, long kiss, I bade farewell to all
that remained of my beloved Edna before
the coffin-li- d closed over her.

IV.
The funeral was at last over, and tho

crowd that had attended it had dispersed.
It was ft dream to me; I knew nothing and
heard nothing of tho service, or of aught
that was passing around me, save the
mournful "Dust to dust, ashes to ashes,"
as the coffin was shut from my view.
Friends gathered around me, as they had
during the two days past, with expressions
of sympathy and condolence; but I made
no answer I was mute, and lost to every-
thing save a sense of my great bereave-
ment And some, I doubt not, marveled
at my seeming indifference, where they
had expected to see an outpouring of dis-
tracted grief. They had not looked down
into the depths of my heart they had not
seen it, broker, crushed and shattered as
it was.

A number of friends accompanied me
home, where they wished to remain awhile
to solace the hours of my loneliness; but
when they came to understand that I wished
to be left alone they respected my feelings
and left, one by one, until the last one had
gone. The hours of the afternoon had
passed away unconsciously, and when I
found myself alone darkness had super-
vened. Darkness without, not within; for
ono of my fiiends had thoughtfully liphted
the argand lamp, and its clear, strong light
now Hooded over my study for it was to
it that I had retired disclosing every ob-
ject with singular minuteness.

I was lyiog on my back upou the sofa,
trying to obtain a moment's cessation from
the acute agony of my thoughts, by allow-
ing my eyes to rest successively upon every
object in the range of my vision. First I
looked at the table, littered over with books
and papers, upon one of which I could dis-

tinguish tho namo of "Edna" in my hand-
writing. I cloved my eyes with a shudder;
all things visible all sights and sounds
seemed to temind me of her. Reopening
them, they fell upon my book-shelve- s,

where the quaint old medical treatises that
I loved to study now quietly reposed. Ills,
ing, from an idle impulse, I took one by
chance from its place, and, sitting by the
table, carelessly turned over its musty
leaves. And it was by the merest chance,
without the shadow of nn intention, that
my eyes rested upon the following passage,
expressed in the primitive style of some of
the earlier writers of the language:

"But it was at Berlin, in the year of grace

Alive at Her Burial.

i.
From a boy, it was my steadfast ambi-

tion to bo a physician; and the desire grew
with my growth, nnd increased from the
opposition with which it met at the hands
of my friends and relations. Early in life,
as I have said, the profession teemed to
sne desirable above any other; not so much
from the loalization of its great usefulness
as from a sense of the power which its vo-

taries obtain over their fellow-creature- s.

And sometimes, even while a mre child,
precocious as I was, in reading the tales of
enchantment which are often set before the
young, instead of a fueling of awe and
amazement, I actually entertained one of
contempt.

"Magicians and genii, forsooth," was my
thought, "whos; business was only to in-

voke idle spirits! I can and will be a
mightier magician than these!"

lint, lest 1 should grow too digressive in
these multiplying reminiscence s, let me
hasten to my narrative. Purely three years
Lad elapsed from the first day of my seclu-
sion in my 6tudy, when I again emerged
into the world, prepared to fulfill those
dreams which haunted my pillow, dreams,
not of wealth or love, but of power, of
mastery.

I was well known in the community in
which I now took up my residence, and
many affected to scoff and sneer at my pre-
tensions. At such, however, I could well
afford to smile. My appearance it is true,
was boyish and unprepossessing in the ex-

treme. I was barely twenty-tw- o, and the
pale cheek and restlessness of the eye, con-
tracted by incessant application to books,
which, at this time, characterized me, were
not well calculated to win cither confidence
or faith. But as for myself, I knew that
there was that within me which, sooner or
later, would cause my name to be upon
avery toDgue, aud elevate me to the position
which I well know my genius merited.

And I was right. Commencing among
the lower classes of the great citv for
among these I was at first compelled to
operate and practice a rumor of the won-
derful skill and knowledge which tho "boy
physician," as they were pleased to name
me. was continually displaying, spread to
the upper circles of its lnstidious society.
And more, I suspect, to demonstrate the
falsity of the rumors, and to cmsh out a
new aspiraut and a future rival, than be-

cause of any better motive, I was one day
summoned to the city hospital to examine

difficult case that had arisen there. I in-
stantly obeyed tho summons, for it was an
opportunity not to be neglected; and they
conducted me to one of the wards, where
all the professors of medicine were as-

sembled from all parts of the city, and
among them many whose renown had been
acquired by a lifetime of laborious toil and
study. One of these latter took mo
patronizingly by the hand and led me to
the couch where a poor sufferer lay writh-
ing in the last convulsions of a dissolution
caused by the effects of a most virulent
vegetable poison. An involuntary aud con-
temptuous smile went round the room as
he aid so.

"Here, my young friend," he observed,
""is your patient. He is beyond our in-

fluence, but your extraordinary medical
knowledge may perhaps benefit him, Pro-
ceed; you certainly cannot injure him."

My blood tingled beneath this insult,
which could not even respect the presenco
of death, but my time for triumph had now
arrived. Assuming a coolness which con-
founded mv professional brethren. Hooked
at my watch and observed:

"Gentlemen, in three minutes this
raian will have breathed his last, 6uppos-ia- g,

you will understand, that he remains
undtr your treatment! But I am here; you
have done wen to can me, ana n you win
repress your prejudices and give me your
strict attention, I will show you a mode of

: procedure which you cannot learn from
vbooks."

II.
Half an hour quickly elapsed, and at its

expiration I stepped back from the bed-
side, triumphant in my victory, in secret
externally as cool and impassive as before.
Life, quiveiing in tho balance, and flicker-
ing to extinction, had been restored beneath
my hands; the feeble, fluttering pulse was
quickened, tho sluggish current of vitality
leaped into arouseu action, ana laning upon
his knees at my feet, the patient deliberate-
ly kissed my hands, and hailed me as his
benefactor.

Amazed and bewildered beyond descrip-
tion, as tbey beheld my unheard-o- f treat-
ment and its marvelous results, tho faculty
and all present remained dumb for a mo-
ment, and then, as their consciousness of
my merits and superiority shamed them into
generosity, the whole ward rang with their
enthusiastic plaudits, and, gathering around
me, they confessed themselves vanquished,
and strove with each other for the honor of
taking me by the hand. Inwardly, I gloried
in this first public recognition of my
genius; but, repressing all outward mani-
festations of the feeling, I treated them
with a cool suavity which nonplused and
confounded them. Nor was the feeling
unmixed with one of triumph. They the
sages and veterans of the profession, for-
sooth! I had without difficulty proved them
'the tyros.

My name and fame were now established;
the walls of the hospital were not strong
enough to shut from the world the wonder-
ful story of the scene they had witnessed.
My name was mentioned with curiosity,
with approbation, and with tearful blessing;
men pointed me out to each other, an I
walked the streets, as the wonderful youth,
whose precocious genius was undoubtedly
too expansive for Lis body. And, anxious
that it might not be thought that my won-
derful successes hitherto Lad been the re-

sult of more accident, I labored day
and night in the manifold duties of my

Erofession, bringing every faculty of mind
each particular case, so that

ere a month had elapsed since my achieve-
ment at the hospital, the whole city was
ringing with my praises. The doors of
mansions of wealth and luxury, which would

thave been barred against me as a humble
individual, were eagerly opened to me as a

iphs-sician-
, and soon all acknowledged my

capacity.
I hardly gave myself time to rest or sleep;

my life at this period was one Ion? contest
ith death, in which I was invariably the

t
(2elljsb:irg and the Franco-Prussia- n

War.
During; the Franco-Prussia- n war I

kept a map of tho field of operations
with colored pegs, that were moved
from day to clay to indicate tho move-
ments of the two armies. Pazino had
been driven to shelter at Met. Me-Mah-

had been driven back to the
route leading from l'ari3 to Met, and
seemed in doubt whether ho would go
to Paris or to Itazaino's relief. Ho suf-
fered himself to bo forced north of tho
route between theso points. On tho
morning that tho wires brought us that
information, two or three of the Frenc h
Creoles of New Orleans visited my
ollieo to inquiro my views of tho move-
ments then proceeding. I replied,
"McMahon's army will bo prisoners of
war in ten days." The, were very in-

dignant and stated that I was a repub-
lican and in sympathy with the Prus-
sians. My reply was that I had only
given them my'solution of a military
problem. The Prussians wero on the
shorter route to Paris or to Met., so
that if McMahon should attempt to
movo in either direction tho Prussians,
availing themselves of tho shorter lines,
would interpose and force McMahon to
attack, but ho iiad already been so
beaten and demoralized that ho could
not be expected to make a successful
attack, and would therefore bo oblige I

to surrender. If ho had gone directly
to Paris beforo giving up his shorter
route, it is possiblo that ho could have
organizing a succoring army for tho re-

lief of Metz.
Had wo interposed between Mcado

and Washington our army, in almost as
successful prestige as was that of tho
Prussians, Meade would havo been
obliged to attack us wherever wo might
be pleased to have him. Ho would have
been badly beaten like tho French, and
tho result would havo been

I do not mean to say that two govern-
ments would havo been permanently
established; for I thought before tho
war, and during its continuance, that
tho peoples would eventually got to-

gether again in stronger bonds of
friendship than thoso of their first lovo.

Gen. Longstreet, in the Century.

The Cunning of nn Otter.
In tho Zoological Gardens there is

an otter that had a couple of young
onos. One day these young ones got
into the pond and were quite unable to
climb up its perpendicular sides. Tho
mother appeared anxious to get them
out, and made several useless attempts
to reach them from this side of tho
pond. She then plunged into the
water, and, after playing with one of
them for a short time, she put her head
close to its ear, as if to mako it under-
stand her intention, and then sprang
out of the pond, while the young ono
clung tightly by its teeth to her tail.
And Chen, having landed it, sho forth-
with rescued tho other ono in tho samo
manner. London Globe.

"Dear, dear, how fashions do alter,
to bo sure," remarked old Mrs. Peach-blosso-

"I see that steerage rates are
cut lower. ATtto 1'ork Journal.

Fell Up a Tree.
Theso days of waiting wero also en-

livened by tho misadventure of ono of
our soldiers, who thought that ho, too,
could travel on skees. Ho got hold of
a pair, one of which had its front end
broken off just where it turns up to
keep from digging down into tho snow.
Ho pranced around on tho level all
right nnd mado good progress down
hill, too, until, while going at a very
rapid rate, he camo to a fallen log.
Tho good skeo went over tho log all
right, but tho broken ono slid under,
and all we could see was a confused
army blue tinted dissolving view of
skees and polo, boots, cap, and brass
buttons. When tho smoke cleared
away, behold Mr. Soldier literally up a
tree. He had been fired bodily into ft
low tree, where a broken limb had
caught his coat and held him suspend-
ed after tho fashion of Absalom until a
comrade camo and helped him down.
After that ho was satisfied to watch
skeo practice. Correspondence Buf-
falo Courier.

He Realized It.
"Young man," said an apostlo sol-

emnly, "do you realize, when you ro-tir-e

at night, that you may bo called
beforo tho morning dawns?"

"Yes, sir," responded the young man,
"I realizo it fully. 1 am tho father of
a three-weeks-o- ld baby." Puck,

Several cases of physical and mental
wreck nro reported as the result of
using tho new nnaathetio, cocaine, in
escoss. Confirmed insanity has been
produced by less than two years' in-

dulgence, and tho moral nature, as in
tho case of the opium habit, is very
speodily undermined.

Why does a young man embracing
his girl at tho garden gate, just as tho
old man approaches, remind you of a
love scene at the theater? Because he
is hugging his girl beforo the foot
lights.

Dionity docs not consist in possess-
ing honors, but in deserving them.


